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The  Pitman's  Courtship. 

QUITE  foft  blew  the  wind  from  the  w^ft^ 
The  fun  faintly  Ihone  in  the  fky. 
When  Lukey  and  BefTy  fat  courting, 

As  walking  I  chancM  to  efpy  : 
Unheeded  I  ftole  clofe  befide  them, 

To  hear  their  difcourfe  was  my  plan } 
Lliften'deach  word  they  were  faying, 
When  Lukey  his  courtfliip  begtn* 

Laft  happen  thou  won  up  my  fancy, 

Wi*  thy  fine  filken  jacket  o'  blue  ; 
An*  fmafli !  if  their  Newcaffel  lyedies 

Could  marrow  the  curls  o*  thy  brow. 
iThat  day  aw  whiles  danc'd  wi*  lang  Nancy, 

She  couln't  like  thou  lift  her  heel : 
My  Grandy  lik'd  fpice  finging  hinnies. 

Maw  comely  !  aw  like  thou  as  weel* 

Thou  knaws,  ever  fince  we  were  little, 

Together  we've  ranged  thro'  the  woods ; 
At  neets  hand  in  hand  toddled  hyem. 

Very  oft  wi*  howl  kites  and  torn  duds  ; 
But  now  we  can  talk  about  marriage. 

Aw  lang  fair  for  wor  wedding-day  : 
When  married  thou's  keep  a  bit  fliop, 

And  fell  things  in  a  huikftery  way. 

An'  to  get  us  a  canny  bit  leevin, 
A'  kmds  o*  fine  fweetmeats  we'll  fell. 
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Reed  herrings,  brown  fyep,  and  mint  candj 
Black  pepper,  dye  fand,  and  fma'  yell ; 

Spice  hunters,  pick  fliafts,  farden  candles,  i 
Wax  dollies,  wi'  reed  leather  (hoes. 

Chalk  puffy-cats,  fine  curly  greens,  .\ 
Paper-lkyets,  penny  pies,  and  huil-doos. 

Aws  help  thou  to  tie  up  the  fliuggar,  j 

At  neets  when  fra  wark  I  get  lowfe,  [hai 
And  wor  Dick  that  lives  o'er  by  High  Whicl 

Will  fend  us  broom  buzzoms  for  nowfe. 
Like  an  image  thou's  ft  and  o'er  the  counter 

Wi'  thy  fine  muflin  cambricker  goon  ; 
And  to  let  the  folks  fee  thou's  a  leyedy. 

On  a  cuddy  thou*j^#ide  to  the  toon. 

There's  be  matches,  pipe-chy,  and  brow 

Canary.feeds,  raifms,  and  fegs  :  [diflbe 
And  to  pleafe  the  pit-laddies  at  Eafter, 

A  difh  full  o*  gilty  pafte-eggs. 
Wor  ney hours  that's  fnuffers  and  fmokers. 

For  wor  fnuff  and  backey  they'll  feek  ; 
And  toCiew  them  we  deal  wi'  Newcaffel, 

I  wee  Biackeys  fhall  nxenfe  the  door  cheel 

So  now  for  Tim  Bodkin  awfe  fend. 

To  darn  my  filk  breeks  at  the  knee, 
Ihou  thy  ruffles  and  frills  muo  get  ready. 

Next  Whitfunday  married  we'll  be. 
Now  aw  think  it's  high  time  to  be  fteppin. 

We've  fit  ten  tiv  aw's  about  leyem, 
DO  then,  wiv  a  kifs  and  a  cuddle, 

Thefe'lovers  they  bent  their  ways  hyem; 
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The  Gateshead  Rads^ 

To  an  old  Tune. 
np'OTHER  day  aw  was  sauntering  down  the 
^     New  Street,  [meet. 
And  had  turn'd  to  gan  back,  when  whe  should  aw 
Reet  plump  i'  the  face,  but  sage  Tommy  Rav-ly, 
J ust  come  fVae  the  council  and  looking"  most  gravely. 

Wi'  Tommy,  says  aw,  what  can  be  the  matter? 
Yor  plawd  is  aw  dirt,  and  your  teeth  in  a  chatter ; 
Has  your  colleajjues  in  office  been  using  a  broom, 
And  sooping  the  dirt  all  out  of  the  room  ? 

Now  James  he  replied,  pray  don't  be  prosy, 
Or  sure  as  you're  there,  I'll  mak^oiV^luite  nosey  ; 
I've  gotten  enough  to  make  me  look  blue, 
Without  being  bother'd  with  plebeians  like  you. 

i  Just  think,  when  the  last  time  in  council  we  met, 
We  propos'd  and  appointed  our  yellow^hair^d  Pet 
^To  be  Justice's  clerk,  and  pocket  the  fees, 
For  which  he  came  almost  plump  down  on  his  knees. 

But  no  sooner  did  we  our  backs  fairly  turn. 
Than  they  (devil  take  thf  m)  appointed  Swinburne, 
And  laugh'd  intheir  sleeves  to  think  how  we'd  stare, 
But  James,  you  must  know,  they  had  better  beware. 

Now  Tommy,  says  aw,  just  keep  yoursel'  aisy, 
For  at  present  aw'm  sure  that  ye  look  very  crazy, 
Make  the  Quaker  your  purser^andheUl put  ye  rights 
For  aw^m  sure  that  the  strings  he  will  keep  verra 
tight. 

A  sixpence  he'll  make  gan  as  far  as  a  pound, 
So  that  will  be  nineteen  and  sixpence  ye've  found  ; 
0,  Just  leave  all  to  him  and  W.  H.  B., 
i  And  no  doubt  ye  will  prosper,  as  shortly  ye'Il  see 

Now  come  let's  away  to  the  bonny  Blue  Bell^ 
^   And  there  we  will  drink  a  quart  o'  yor  yell, 


And  then  aw  will  tell     what  next  ye  maun  de. 
But  mind  ye  say  nowse  'bout  it  coming  frae  me. 

He  then  made  o  start,  but  nowt  did  he  say,  Fway) 
('Tween  c  ouncillor  and  plebeian,  that's  may  oe  thk 
Till  into  the  house  we  fairly  did  stumble, 
When  "  go  cab  my  lug,"  he  was  then  verra  humble 

Now  Tommy,  miw  man,l  seenowse  that  ye'vedone? 
But  aw  hope  ye  intend  to  commence  verra  soon, 
A  market  we  maun  hae,  an'  at  the  brig-end, 
A  place  that  old  Jacky  oft  dis  recommend. 

To  save  us  the  fash,  and  aiblins  the  pain. 
Of  ganging  right  o'er  unto  the  High-crane^ 
And  mind  what  I  say,  if  we  want  ony  peace. 
During  sermon  on  Sunday,  oppose  the  police. 

At  that  he  did  open  his  eyes  verra  wide. 
Ah, beggar  !  1  thought  I'd  ofi'ended  his  pride; 
But  nought  o'  the  sort,  for  he  held  out  his  loof —  I 
Now,  James,  my  good  fellow,  you've  said  quiti 
enough. 

My  in'trest,  I'm  sure  you  always  shall  hae, 
And  a  job  I  will  get  you  on  the  Sabbath-day  ; 
For  some  one  at  the  council  tliis  day  did  propose,  i 
That  we  the  dog-fights  in  Green's  Field  shoulijj 
oppose. 

And  Usher  was  told  for  to  seek  out  three  men, 
To  assist  him  on  Sundays,  and  thou  shalt  be  ane  ; 
And  'bout  what  thou  wertsayingamotionLli  bringi 
For  doubtless  'twill  prove  a  necessary  thing. 

We  thank  ye,  says  aw,  but  d'ye  think  that  ye'r€| 
right,  ; 
In  trying  te  stop  us  frae  seeing  a  dog-fight. 
For  maw  thoughts  about  liberty  it  fairly  clogs. 
Yet — we^ve  barking  enough  wV  twe^boted  dogs^ 
aatedbie^d,  Bfarch  1,  1836.  Y.  SL  j 


The  Bleetion 

T»»« — Tier^^B  tme  Luck  about  i,he  J^mise*^ 


YE  Freemen  all,  with  heart  and  wice 
Your  banners  wide  difplay — 
Bring  Hodgfon  forth,  your  man  o$  Gh0ice 
Upon  th*  Election-day, 

Then  fill  your  gkffes,  drink  yo^r  fill^ 
Drink  deeply  while  you  may, 

Wk^h  right  good- will,  we'll  drink  &  fwiii 
Upon  th'  Election^day. 

But  politics  are  not  the  fluff 

That  we  care  much  abaut— 
Nor  care,  fo  we  get  drink  enough. 
Who's  in,  or  who  is  out. 
Then  fill  your  glaffes,  drink  your  fill — 

Fill  and  drink  away, 
And  evVy  one  enjoy  the  fun 
Upon  th*  Election-day. 

Braire  Vulcan  is  our  leader  bold, 

The  pride  of  all  good  fellows-^ 
He  f wears  the#on  fliall  ne'er  grow  eold. 
While  he  can  blow  the  bellows. 
Then  fill  your  glaffes,  what's  the  toaft. 

To  drive  dull  care  away  ?~ 
'  May  ev'ry  man  be  at  his  pofl: 
Upon  th'  Election-day/ 

The  landlord  next  appears  in  view, 
Our  fecond  in  command^ 


Encouraging  the  jovial  crew 
To  drink  while  they  can  ftand. 

Then  charge  your  glaffes,  noble  fouls. 
The  toalt  without  delay — 

*  May  thirfty  fouls  have  flowing  bowls 

Upon  th'  Election -day. 

Then  Hodgfon's  name  aloud  proclaim 

Victorioufly  that  day. 
While  he,  in  honour  of  his  fame. 
Will  all  expences  pay. 

Then  fill  your  glaffes,  what's  the  toaft ' 
Fill  and  drink  away — 

*  May  ev'ry  man  drink  all  he  can 

Upon  th'  Election-day/ 

W.  Watson. 

Mary  Drue. 

BY  THE  LATE  T.  HOUSTOJV* 

ON  a  pleafant  April  morning, 
Wand'ring  Tyne's  fweet  banks  along. 
Spring  with  flowers  the  fields  adorning. 

Woods  and  groves  with  birds  of  fong — 
Penfive  ftrayM  I ;  none  wai||pigh  me, 

When  a  maid  appeared  in  view — 
Slow  (he  came,  or  feem'd  to  fly  me — 
Heav'ns!  *twas  charming  Mary  Drue. 
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♦  Thomas  Houston  died  about  the  year  18(J2,  or  1803.  He  was 
the  author  of  a  play,  entitled  **  The  Term-day,  or  Unjust  Stew-i 
ard,'*  and  of  several  poems,  among  whicli  weie,  *•  The  Piotjress 
of  Madness.'*  and  *'  A  Hace  to  H<41.*'  In  the  latter  piece,vvere 
given  the  Portraitures  of  two  notorious  corn-factors  of  that  day  be-jjjjji 
longing  to  this  town. — Houston  was  a  native  of  Ireland,  and  by 
trade  a  brass-founder* 


Long  my  Mary*s  charms  I  gaz'd  on, 

Long  I  viewM  that  nyoiph  complete — 
Her  bright  eyes  no  form  were  rais'd  on, 
I    But  were  downcaft  at  her  feet : 
In  her  hand  a  violet  blooming 

Ki(s*d  the  breeze  that  gently  blew, 
And  one  robe,  with  folds  prefuming, 

Hid  the  breaft  of  Mary  Drue. 
jOnward  drew  the  modeft  maiden. 

Heavenly  was  her  gait  and  air — 
Brighter  ne'er  that  meadow  ftrayM  in. 

Never  Tyne  faw  form  fo  fair : 
P[n  my  breatt  my  heart  wild  beating. 

With  redoubled  ardour  flew, 
From  my  tongue  all  fpeech  retreating, 

Left  me  fcarce — "  dear  Mary  Drue/* 
Henry,  Henry  !  have  I  found  you? 

(  Thus  the  maid  her  words  addrefs'd) 
And  with  folitude  around  you. 

Can  my  Henry  here  be  blefs'd  ? 
Woods  and  ftreams  may  yield  a  pleafure. 

But  my  Wife — 'tis  all  in  you — 
Love  beyond  all  bounds  and  meafure— 

Lov'd  at  lafl  by  Mary  Drew ! 
Told  this  morn  of  your  diforder, 

(Love  for  me  the  caufe  beiiev'd) 
Soon  1  fought  this  river's  border. 

Where  'tis  fiid  you  oft  have  griev'd  : 
On  the  river's  brink  I  find  you — 

Penfive — fad— I  find  you  too  ; 
Leave  the  world  and  wealth  behind  you- 

Thou  art  worlds  to  Mary  Drue  ! 
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Sweet  as  notes  from  lutes  afcending, 

To  my  ear  thefe  accents  came, 
Smiles  and  looks  of  love  attending, 

Touch'd  my  foul  with  generous  flame  : 
O^er  her  charms,  diforder'd,  (looping — 

Rapt*^rous  fight !  divinely  new — 
On  my  bread  her  head  lay  drooping, 

While  I  clafp'd  fweet  Mary  Drue* 

Opening  of  the  New  Markets. 

TpiLL  up  the  cup  tifl  the  ruby  o'erflow*  rt. 

Drown  ev'ry  care  in  the  nectar's  rich  stream — 
If  joy*s  in  the  gohJet,  this  day  will  disclose  it. 
When  Trade,  Worth,  and  Beauty,  by  turtijs  ftra 
our  theme. 
What  is,  I  ask,  the  toast. 
Deepest  drunk,  honotirM  mofi^t; 
Brunk  most  devoutly,  most  honoured  to*d»jr  l^ 
What  is  the  pledge  that  We 
Hail  first  with  three  titnesthi^t 
"  Success  to  our  Market  /" — Huzza  and  Huz^n  I 

Ko  longer  let  tendon  and  Liverpool  tell  iWf 

Their  towns  boast  of  markets  so  spacious  &  graiwl; 
We  answer,  "  We  pray  you  be  quiet,  good  fellow*. 
We,  too, have  a  Market — the  first  in  ihe  land  l** 

Fish,  flesh,  and  garden  fruits, 

Oranges,  apples,  roof«. 
There  you  will  find  them  all,  seek  what  you  umy  ; 

Honest  the  dealers',  too, 

Drink,  then,  I  pray  of  you— - 
*^  Success  to  the  Dealers    — Uuz:^a  and  Mo^zra ! 

Thestructtire— but  why  should  we  speak  afittk  tn«ritf 
Enough  that  we  mention  the  arcfaitect^ftname ; 
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And  longf  may  the  building,  beg:un  witllstg^b  i^fl^ 
A  monument  stand  of  his  talents  and If^BDee* 
Proofs  of  a  raasfer  mind, 
Intents  and  taste  combined, 
Ar6  they  not  everywhere  visible,  say  ? 
The  architect's  pride  and  boast. 
Then  be  our  hearty  toast— 
Mr.  R.  Grainger    — Huzza  and  Huzs&a  P 

Wreathe  the  bowl,  wreathe  it  with  wit's  brightest 
Fill,  fill  it  up  till  the  nectar  o'eiflows  ;  fflow'ns, 
,  'Never  was  Burgundy  brighter  than  ours. 

Never  were  eye-beams  more  sparkling  than  tlios^* 
Surrounded  by  Beauty's  train, 
^  J  Captives  in  willing  chains, 

'  ITo  eyes  that  beam  witchery,  and  smiles  that  betray, 
^  Low  at  the  shrine  we  bow — 

I  Love  claims  the  homage  due— 

!••  The  Ladies  ! — the  Ladies  /" — Huzza  &  Huzza  ! 

If  spirit,  by  cost  rior  by  trouble  dismay 'd — 
If  bounty  unmeted,  and  free  as  the  dew ; 
ft  courtesy,  kindness  to  each  one  display'rf, 
May  claim  our  applause,  it  is  owing  here  now* 
I  Oft  in  the  festive  scene. 

Courteous  and  kind  he's  been. 
But  never  more  courteous,  more  kind  than  to-day : 
k  :  Fill  then  the  cup  again — 

!  Drain — to  the  bottom  drain — 

'  I**  His  Worship^  the  Mayor  /" — Huzza  &  Huza^  l 

The  New  Markets; 

Or,  NEWCASTLE  JMPROVEMEJTTS, 

RELIEVE  me  now»  trood  foke.  what  I  say  is  not  a  joke, 
^    Behold,  says  cousin  Isabel  improvement  now  is  visibie> 
ffew  buildings  you  espy,  airy,  spacious,  and  high. 
And  trading  chaps  are  moving  n»und  to  sell  or  buy. 
When  trade  was  at  a  stand,  and  the  river  chokM  wj'  6an4» 
Caue'd  the  bodies  to  assemble,  the  poor  to  empioy^ 
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Then  Johnny  off  packt,  up  to  Lunnon  for  an  act. 
And  the  manager  tor  market- building*  Dick's  the  boy  ! 

CHORUS. 

Then  Starkey,  blaw  your  reed,  ca'  the  group  a'  frae  the  dead, 
JackCoxan  and  Cull  Billy,  Judy  Dovvling  and  Blind  Willy  ; 
Let  the  cavalcade  move  on,  with  a  tune  frae  By  well  Tom, 
Take  a  viewo'  wor  new  city,  drink>  and  then  return. 

When  Colossus  he  arose,  with  his  Jachin  and  his  Boaz, 
Hisplansofsuch  utility,  of  splendour  and  gentility. 
Condemned  was  I'onimy  Oee,  and  confirm'd  was  Tommy  B, 
And  the  measure  seem'd  to  leconcile  both  friends  and  foes ; 
Even  butchers'  crabbed  luiks»  wi*  their  meat  on  silver  huiks, 
Drop  all  former  anamosities,  and  strut  about  wi'  joy, 
For  the  temple  of  king  Solomon  for  grandeur  can't  follow,  man- 
All  £urope  now  may  shout  aIoud«  that  Dick's  the  boy  ! 
^  Then  Staak^y,  &c. 

Old  houses  now  beware,  how  you  spoil  a  street  or  square, 
Whatever  ground  you  bide  upon,  your  fate  is  soon  decided  on, 
For  tumble  down  you  mu^t,  like  alumpo'  mouldy  crust, 
And  the  Major  bell  will  toll  your  fate  when  all  is  done  ; 
For  the  rich  have  found  it  out,  that  a  camel,  without  doubt. 
Through  a  needle-eye  can't  pass  without  a  pilot  or  a  foy  ; 
The  money,  though  conservative,  will  find  a  good  preservative. 
The  Knight  of  LeTazes  Terrace,  hinnies,  Dick's  the  boy  I 
Then  Starkey,  &c. 

Fine  rowso'  Paphian  bowers,  for  the  fruits,  and  herbs,  and  flower». 
The  baskets  stand  so  pretty  looking,  feet  and  tripe  a' fit  for  cooking, 
Fountains  fine  and  pure,  that  a  cripple  they  may  cure, 
And  babies  may  get  baptism,  for  ought  you  know  ; 
There's  a  clock  to  tell  the  time—but  J  now  must  stop  my  rhime, 
For  the  feasting  has  begun,  and  each  heart  seems  big  with  joy  ; 
Then  come  enjoy  the  treat,  wi'  your  legs  upon  your  feet, 
Take  oflf  your  hats,  and  shout  aloud— Brave  Dick's  the  boy  I 

Then  Starkev.  blaw  your  reed,  ca'  the  irroup  a'  frae  the  dead, 
Jack  Coxon  and  Cull  Billy,  Judy  Dowling.  and  Blind  Willy  | 
Let  the  cavalcade  move  on,  with  a  tune  frae  Bywell  Tom, 
View  Newcassel's  famous  city,  drink,  and  then  go  home. 

mn.  Mitford* 


More  Innovations! 

Newcastle's  fore  tranfmogrified,  a$ 
every  one  may  fee. 
But  what  theyVe  done  is  nought  to  that 
they  (lili  intend  to  dee  : 


IS 


rhere  ftill  remain  fome  fonfy  fpots,  pure 
relics  of  our  ancient  features, 

P  which  our  canny  town  (hall  brag,  while 
bonny  Gateshead  boafts  fand-beaters. 

The  fcrudg'd  up  Foot  o'  Pilgrim-ftreet,  they 

furely  will  not  mind, 
Tis  fuch  a  curiofity — a  ftreet  without  an  end  j 
Should  they  extend  it  to  the  Quay,  and  (how 

off  All-Saints'  Church  fo  neatly. 
It  might  look  fine,  but  I'm  afraid  'twould 

fpoil  the  Butcher- Bank  completely ! 

3£  pulling  down  the  Butcher-bank  it  grieves 

one's  heart  to  fpeak, 
j?rom  it  down  every  Quayfide  chaie  there's 

fuch  a  glorious  keek ; 
The  fliambles,  too,  a  bonny  fight,  the  horfe 

and  foot- ways  nice  and  narrow — 
I  Jay  what  they  will,  feek  through  the  world, 
i      the  Butcher-Bank  is  bad  to  marrow. 

Our  fifhwives,  too,  might  well  complain, 

forc'd  off  the  Hill  to  move, 
.Vhere  they  fo  long  had  fqualPd  in  peace, 

good  fellowfhip,  and  love  : 
The  brighteft  day  will  have  an  end,  and  here 

the  Sandhill's  glory  clofes, 
•Jow  flies  and  fumes  no  more  will  make  the 

gentles  ftop  their  ears  and  notes. 

lis  faid  they  mean  to  clear  away  the  houfes 
in  the  Side, 
fet  oflF  old  St.  Nicholas  church,  fo  long 
our  greateft  pride  j 
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But  whereas  the  ufe  of  making  things  (o 

very  grand  and  fo  amazing. 
To  bring  daft  gowks  from  far  and  near,  to 

plague  us  with  their  gob  and  gazing. 

The  Middle-ftreet's  to  come  down  next,  znA 

give  us  better  air,  \ 
And  room  to  make  to  hold  at  once  tht  n 

market  and  the  fair ;  * 
Well  may  Newcaftle  grieve  for  this,  because  u 

in  hot  or  rainy  weather.  I 
It  looked  fo  well  to  fee  the  folks  all  fwdter'd  i 

in  a  hole  together, 

The  Tyne's  to  run  out  eaft  and  west  ;  anc^^j 
*ftead  of  Sol  way  b  oats,  ^ 

Our  Greenland  Ihips  at  Carlifle  calU  and  nol  g 
at  Johnny  Groat's  ;  ^ 

Dull  we  may  be  at  fuch  a  change,  eh,  certies^ 
lads,  haul  down  your  colours,  jj 

*Twould  be  no  wonder  now  to  fee  chain 
bridges  ruin  all  the  fcuUers.  li.  Gilchrimt 

Hi 

THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OF  THE  J| 

Old  House  in  the  Shield-Field 

To  JOHN  CLAYTON,  Esq. 

TO  fall  ne'er  enter'd  in  my  head, 
So  (launch  is  all  my  ftation— 
As  little  dreamt  1  ere  to  dread 

The  ills  of  innovation . 
Who  can  deny  my  dignity. 
Though  I  put  litde  llate  on. 


^1 


)utfhiniiig  (ham  benignity. 
My  canny  Mifter  Clayton  ? 

iOng  fince  my  roof  has  rung  to  fong. 

And  fmird  on  gay  caroufes, 
lewcaftie  then  (though  now  fo  throBg) 

Was  fomewhat  fcant  of  houfes : 
ve  ftood  fo  iong,  nor  Bourne  nor  Brand 
My  days  can  place  a  date  on, 
o  even  fpare  me  ftill  to  Hand, 
My  canny  Mr.  Clayton. 

fewcastle  now,  like  Greece  or  Row^V 

Gives  all  the  world  a  mazery 
^nd  Mifter  Grainger  has  beeonat 

More  like  Nebuchadnezzar  : 
uild  houfes  till  ye  touch  the  fun. 

Aye  work  both  foon  and  late  on, 
Mt  do  not  try  on  nie  fuch  fun. 

My  canny  Mifter  Clayton. 

on  villas  fine  (with  all  ibeir  fncert) 
Time  will  not  have  to  hallow, 
re  they  have  feen  one-tenth  my  y^rt, 
Their  fcites  will  lie  in  fallow  i 
>  do  not  think  1  envy  them, 
Though  poropoufly  they  prate  on  : 
bey're  fprigs,  but  I'm  a  fober  ftena^. 
My  canny  Mifter  Clayton, 

hen  fay  the  word,  my  leafe  renew. 
And  win  a  wreath  of  glory^ — 
bard  of  Tyne  will  fing  of  you. 
All  in  my  upper  ftory. 
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Who  lays  difporting  hands  on  me,  5o 

All  ills  may  pour  his  pate  on, 
So  be  advis'd,  and  let  me  be. 
My  canny  Mifter  Clayton.    [R.  Gilchrist 


Pi! 

Id 


HI 


Election  Song, 

IN  PRAISE  OF  MR.  JOHN  HODGSONjg, 

Tune- — "  Johnnie  Cope  J 

F 


REE  Voters,  rouse!  don't  lose  joui 
fame, 

But  with  your  plumpers  come  like  men. 
For  Hodgson  lei  us  shout  Amen, 
And  support  him  in  the  morning. 

CHORUS. 

Let  Hodgson's  banners,  he  wav'd  by  you, 
To  honesty,  voters,  still  be  true. 
Then  Hodgson  will  his  foes  subdue, 

And  Blackett  will  be  late  in  the  morning. 

Hodgson's  an  upright  man,  Tm  sure. 
What  can  free  voters  wish  for  more, 
Than  a  man  who  would  spend  life 
store 

For  his  country's  good  in  the  morning 

When  he  to  parliament  is  sent 
The  town  of  Newcastle  to  represen 
Then  Blackett  may  his  fale  lamer 

hen   he    finds    his  mistake  th 
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f?o  Voters,  jour  plumpers  do  not  spare, 
Place  Hodgson  in  the  victor's  chair,— 
In  thousands  come,  be*t  rain  or  fair, 
And  favour  show  him  in  the  morning. 

*rho*  last  Election  he  lost  the  day. 
When  some  of  his  friends  they  did  give 

J  way  ;  ^ 

'^'But  now,  my  lads,  he  will  shew  them 
play, 

\^  hen  head  of  the  poll  in  the  morning. 

So  now  to  conclude  and  make  an  end, 
^  Squire  Hodgson  will  us  all  befriend, 
Our  interest  he  will  defend. 
While  he  exists,  each  morning. 

Euphy's  Coronation* 

Tune—"  Arthur  Bride. 

the  Fish-market  we  are  ganning— the  queen  is  pro- 
claim'd  ! 

ind  Euphy's  their  choice,  fur  beauty  lang  fam'd^ 
^  i.'hey've  geen  her  full  power — now  she's  justly  ordain'd  z 
So  they've  gyen  to  crown  honest  aud  Euphy  ! 
^he  market  was  crowded — the  queen  fjr  to  view, 
Of  iluphy  sat  for  promotion,  drest  up  wi'  new — 

'he  procession  appeared,  bearing  the  flag — a  true  blue  ! 
And  then  they  surrounded  aud  Euphy. 

'he  procession  was  headed  by  Barbara  Bell, 
je  was  follow'd  by  chuckle-head  Chancellor  Kell — 
laliy  Ogle  appear'd,  wi'  a  barrel  o'  yell, 
Todriok  to  the  health  of  aud  Euphy. 
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Honest  Blind  Wiine,  tee,  gaw  them  a  call-— . 
There  was  great  Bouncing  Bet,  Billy  Hush/and  Rjiig 
The  Babe  o'  the  Wood — wi'  Putty-mooth  M^U, 
Aw  went  to  crowo  honest  aud  Euphy* 


lei 

Fi 


There  was^a  grand  invitation  for  byeth  great  and  tnaw — 
Her  suhjecis  assembled,  did  loudly  burra ! — 
She  was  nobly  supi>orted*by  bauld  Dolly  Raw, 

At  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  Euphy  ; 
Bat  Ra^phy  the  Hawk  was  in  prey  for  a  job, 
Wiy  hts  small  quarter-staff,  wish'd  to  silence  the  mob — 
He  was  sileBc*d  when  he  gat  the  beer  barrel  tif  his  gob* 

At  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  Euphy. 


Euphy  and  Madge  were  the  gaze  i*  the  show, 
They  were  lang  loudly  cheered  by  the  famous  Jm  Bo 
To  preserve  p?ace  and  order,  there  was  banel-bagg'd  Jp 

At  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  Euphy 
To  make  an  oration  was  the  Chancellor's  wish. 
While  his  turbot-head  sweel'd  like  a  smoking  het  dissh  i 
Bauld  Dolly  Raw  stopt  his  gob  wi'  a  cod  fish, 


At  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  Euphy. 

By  great  Billy  Hush,  Euphy  queen  wasdecia>*d! 
To  move  fra  the  mark**t  her  subjects  preparM, 
To  the  auld  Custom-house  the  procession  repaired* 

To  drink  at  the  cost  of  aud  Euphy  ; 
Fine  Barbara  Bell  grand  music  did  play. 
Which  elevated  the  spirits  of  young  Bella  G~y, 
*  Keep  your  Tai*  up  1'  she  wad  sing  aw  the  way. 

At  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  Euphy 

To  lead  off  the  ball,  for  the  queen  they  did  cry, 
To  please  all  her  people,  she  was  there  to  comply  5 
Peggy  Grundy  would  follow,  wi*  Big  Bob  and  X 

To  assist  in  the  dance  wi*  Queen  Euphy  ; 
The  dancing  was  ended,  down  to  dine  they  aw  sat,; 
Roast  beef  and  pig-cheek — a  good  swig  foUow'd  thatj 
The  fragmeats  were  reserved  in  Chancellor  KeU's  hal, 

At  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  EMphy. 
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he  Oiancenor^s  gob  was  beginnlngf  to  iwet» 
W'le  swiiPd  it  away  till  he  gat  ovver  wet, 

ie  was  led  to  the  Tower  by  young  Beagle  Bet, 

Fra  the  crowning  of  ivonest  aud  Euphy, 
5^11a  Roy  was  beginning  to  produce  all  her  slack— 
'■"llhe  was  tuen  hyem  on  a  barrow,  by  wise  Basket  J lek, 
The  sport  was  wee!  relish'd  by  B  Hy  the  Blaek, 
At  the  cro  wning  oi  honest  aud  Euphy. 

-"■^ 

k  speech  was  now  myed  fra  the  queen,  i*  the  chair- — 

Co  study  their  good  he  would  take  a  great  care. 

?hey  aw  had  her  blessing — what  could  she  siy  mm  ? 

God  bless  the  queen,  honest  aud  Euphy  ! 
^i*  cheers  for  the  queen,  the  house  eft  di  J  ring — 

their  humble  request  she  the  '  Keel  row*  did  sing  ; 
They  aw  happy  retir'd,  wi'  ^  God  save  the  King  I* 
Fra  the  crowning  of  honest  aud  Euphy. 


iandgate  Wife's  Nurse  Soiig- 

Tune—'*  ^  Sailor's  Wife  has  nought  to  i^C' 

U,  A,  my  bonny  bairn, 
A,  U,  A,  upon  my  airm, 
\,  U,  A— thou  fain  may  iearn 

To  fay  dada  fe  canny  : 
Lw  wifti  thy  daddy  may  be  weel, 
le's  lang     coming  frae  the  keel } 
.^ho'  his  black  f  yece  be  Uke  the  de*il. 
Aw  like  a  kifs  frae  Johnny.    A,  U,  A, 

'hou  really  hast  thy  daddy's  chin, 
hou  art  like  hitn  leg  and  wing, 
knd  aw  wi*  pleafure  can  thee  fing, 
Since  thou  belangs  my  Johnny. 
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Johnny  is  a  clever  lad— 
Laft  neet  he  fuddled  aw  he  had. 
This  morn  he  was'nt  very  bad — 
He  luik'd  as  biithe  as  ony. 

Tho'  thou's  the  firft,  thou's  not  the  laft  j 
Aw  mean  to  ha'e  my  bairns  faft — 
And  when  this  happy  time  is  paft, 

Aw  ftiil  will  love  my  Johnny  ; 
For  his  hair  is  brown,  and  fe  is  thine, 
Your  eyes  are  grey,  and  fe  are  mine. 
Thy  nofe  is  taperM  off  fe  fine — 

Thou's  like  thy  daddy  Johnny, 

Thy  canny  doup  is  fat  and  round, 

And,  like  thy  dads  thou's  plump  and  foun 

Thou's  worth  to  me  a  thoufand  pound, 

Tbou's  aw  together  bonny. 
When  daddy's  drunk,  he*ll  tyek  a  knife. 
And  threaten  fair  to  take  my  life  : 
Whe  wad  not  be  a  keelman's  wife. 

To  have  a  man  like  Johnny. 

But  yonder's  daddy  coming  now. 
He  luiks  the  bed  atnang  the  crew  ; 
They're  aw  gaun  to  the  Barley-mow, 

My  canny  goodlike  Johnny. 
Come  let's  go  get  the  bacon  fried, 
And  let  us  make  a  clean  fire-fide. 
Then  on  his  knee  he  will  thee  ride, 

When  he  comes  hyem  to  mammy. 
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The  Invitation  Cards.* 

HO  loft  the  cards  ? 
I  cannot  tell ; 
Alas !  they  are  gone. 
Send  round  the  bel! — 

bing  dong,  ding  dong,  ding  ding,  dong  bell, 
ping  dong,  ding  dong,  ding  ding,  dong  belL 

WhoVe  not  got  cards  ? 

0  !  come  and  tell  - 
The  Mayor  mu ft  know 

That  all  be  well. 

)ing  dong,  ding  dong»  ding  ding,  dong  bell, 
i)ing  dong,  ding  dong,  ding  ding,  dong  beiL 

Who  found  the  cards  ? 

1  cannot  tell — 

j  Who  but  the  Major's 
Vwn  canny  fei*  ? 

|o  no  more  doog^  ding  ding,  dong  bell, 
|)ing  doog,  ding  dong,  ding^  ding  dong  belL 

*  Pa  t  of  the  un  Uation  cards  to  the  Mayor's  Bali,  of  September 
»,  1836,  bein^  lusty  the  ciicniiis?ancc  uas  advertised  in  the  Con- 
nt,  i<«d  i>arru.s  who  hod  nor  received  thcis  cards,  who  were  m 
ehiibit  of  iiavjijg  that  corns  I iment  paid  them,  'were  r^queated  to 
rward  Uuir  qaiaes  to  the  Mayor's  chamber.  The  card**,  bow- 
er, weie  shortly  ttfter^aids  f<^ua<i. 


Bold  Jack  of  the  JournaL 

[Written  on  reading  Mr.  LARKIN%S  "  LETTER  to  the  PROTES 

TANTs  OF  Newcastle;*  on  the  subject  of  «*  mari/ 
MONK'S  awful  disclosures;*] 


BOLD  Jack  of  the  Journal 
(From  regions  infernal!) 
The  Catholic  Clergy 
Would  hang  or  would  burn  all  I 

This  infolent  Tory 

Is  now  in  his  glory. 

And  currency  gives 

To  Mifs  Monk's  lying  ftory. 

For  his  bluft'ring  and  barking, 
And  fulfome  remarking. 
Brave,  honeft  Charles  Larkin 
Has  gi'en  him  a  yarking. 
Neujcastle,  Sept.  1836. 

Steam  Soup ; 

Or,  CUCKOO  JACKS  PETITIOM 

TUNE— X,  Y,  Z. 


LWT  Coclinies  brag  o*  Turtle  Soup,  and  Frenchmen  their  ftogs,  BUto^  I  m 
Ncwcassel  Soup  such  famous  stuff,  it  feeds  us  fat  as  hogs,  man  I  T  r' 

Yor  Callipee  an'  Callipash,  compar'd  tiv  it  is  nobbit  trash —  I  t 

String  knees  and  houghs  stew'd  down  to  mush,  are  gobbled  up  by  every  sluiM  I 
Wi^pluck  an'  taties  folks  are  duen,  for  wnoking  soup  in  crowds  they  ruB#  || 
And  sup  till  they  are  fu',  man !  Fal  de  ral,  &o 

Mi  Skipper  and  his  wife  sat  down,  to  give  a  quairt  a  try,  man, 
When  something  stuck  in  Maliy's  throat,  and  choak'd  her  very  nigh,  , 
Poor  Mally  blalr'd,  and  tum'd  quite  pale.  And  out  she  pull'd  a  great  rat*i  taB'  Qd 
S«ys  Jack,  aw'll  off  to  Mr.  Mayor,  and  tell  the  story  tiv  a  hair— 
Aw  think  it  is  a  shameful  joke,  to  «eU  tuch  stuff  wor  Mall  to  chofc»— 
Ift  wasM tim totie »t«w«  so^ I  Fald«iai»^ 


i 
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WlkB  knaws  but  the«e  fine  daiidv  cocks,  hire  resurrection  faws,  mac> 

To  stock  them  with  forbidden  nesh,  agyen  our  famous  laws,  man— 
\  cook  in  France,  now  understund,  a»  sure's  the  sun  inleets  wor  land, 
Oid  kidnap  bairns,  an'  mince  them  nown,  and  myed  sic  pies,  that  a*  thetoTiii 
Wad  eat  nowt  else— thowt  nowt  se  fine-— they  fcind  him  out,  then  what  a  shine 
J  J  j  They  hang'd  him  on  a  tree,  man  !  Fal  de  ral,  && 

j.  ;>  Willy,  man,  wor  canny  king,  ye  knaw  best  how  to  feed  us— 
Ye  ken  what  we  can  de  at  sea,  at  ony  time  ye  need  us  ; — 
^ram  aw  their  necks  into  a  loop,  that  try  to  cioss  wor  breed  wi*  soupf 
>rgar  them  pay  a  heavy  fine,  that  dare  unnerve  yor  tars  of  Tyne— 

Then  in  the  fight  we'll  loudly  cheer,  when  we're  restored  to  flesh  and  beer-^ 
i  Hurra!  for  England's  king,  man  I  Falde  ral,  &c 

The  Sandgate  Tyass 

OA*  THE  ROPERY  BAJ^KS. 
Tune  "The  Skipper's  Wedding." 

ON  the  Rojiery-banks  Jenny  was  fitting. 
She  had  on  a  bed-gown  juft  new, 
And  blithly  the  lassie  was  knitting 

Wi'  yarn  of  a  bonny  Iky-blue, 
The  ftrings  of  her  cap  they  were  hinging, 

Se  lang  on  her  flioulders  fe  fine, 
And  hearty  I  heard  this  lafs  finging, 
My  bonny  keel  lad  fliall  be  mine. 

O  wad  the  keel  come  down  the  river. 
That  I  my  dear  laddie  could  £ee. 

He  whiftles  and  dances  fe  clever. 
My  bonny  keel  laddie  for  me. 

Lafi:  neet,  in  amang  thefe  green  dockings^ 

He  fed  me  wi'  gingerbread  fpice, 
j;  promised  to  knit  him  his  ftockingg, 

He  cuddled  and  kifs'd  me  fe  nice ; 
le  caM  me  his  jewel  and  hinney. 

He  caM  ix^  his  pet  and  his  bride, 
|od  he  fwore  that  I  (hould  be  his  Jenny^ 

'Eq  Ue  at  neets  down  by  his  fide* 

O  wad  the  keel,  &e« 
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That  morning  forget  I  will  never. 

When  firft  I  faw  him  on  the  Kee, 
The  *  Keel-row'  he  whiftled  fe  clever. 

He  won  my  affections  frae  me  ; 
His  drawers  on  his  doup  luik'd  fe  canny. 

His  keeUiat  was  cockM  on  his  head. 
And  if  rd  not  getten  my  Jimmy, 

Faith  by  this  time  I  wad  hae  been  dead. 

O  wad  the  keel,  &c. 

The  firft:  time  I  fpoke  tomy  Jimmy> — 

Now  mind  ye  it  is  n't  a  lee — 
My  mother  had  gi'en  me  a  penny 

To  get  her  a  penn'orth  o'  teaj 
When  a  lad  i'  the  ftreet  cried  out  '  Beffy/ 

Says  1,  ^  Himiy,  that's  not  my  nyem,* 
*  Becrike  !  never  mind,'  he  faid,  Mafsie, 

*  ro-neet  I  will  fee  thee  fafe  hyem/ 

O  wad  the  keel,  &c* 

Since  then  I  have  been  his  true-lover. 

And  lov'd  him  as  dear  as  mv  life, 
And  in  fpite     baith  father  and  mother, 

ril  (uia  be  my  keel-laddie's  wife  \ 
How  happy  we'll  be  then  together, 

When  he  brings  hyem  his  wages  to  me 
Wiv  his  bonny  bit  bairn  crying  Father, 

And  another  be  lying  o*  my  knee. 

O  wad  the  keel^  &c. 


Fordyee,  Primer,  48,  D«ao  Street,  Newca»lie. 


